to ThefwoNohleKinfmen. 

Pal. Tis in our power, 

(Vnlcffe we feare that Apes can Tutor’s) to 
Be Matters of our manners : what ncfcde I 
Affed: anothers gate, which is notcatchipg 
Where thei e is f aith,or to be fond upon 
Anothers way of fpeech,when by mine owne 
I may bereafonably conceiv’d ; fav’d too, 

Speaking it truly ; why am I bound 
By any generous bond to follow him 
Foil owes his Taylor, haply fo long untill 
The follow’d,make purfnit ? or let me know. 

Why mine ovvne Barber is unbleft,with him 

My poore Chinac too, for tisnotCizard iuft 

To fuch a Favorites glaffe ; What Gannon is there 

That does command my Rapier from my hip 

To danglc’t in my hand, or to go tip toe 

Before the ftreete be foule ? Either I am 

The fore-horfe in the Teame,or I am none 

That draw i’th feqnent trace : thefe poore fleight fores, 

Neede not a plantin ; That which rips my bofome 

Altnoft to*th heart’s, 

Arcite, Our Vnde Creen. 

Pal. He, 

A moft unbounded Tyrant,whofe fuccefles 
Makes heaven unfeard,and villany affured 
Beyond its power:there’s nothing, aimoft puts 
Faith in a feavour,and deifies alone 
Voluble chance, who oneiy attributes 
The faculties of other fnftruments 
To his owne Nervesand ad ; Commands men lervice, 
And what they winne in’tjboor and glory on; 

That feares not to do harm ; good, dares not; Let 
The blood of mine that’s fibbetobim,befuckt 
From me with Leeches,Let them breakc and fall 
Off me with that corruption. 

Arc. Cleere fpirited Cozen 
Lets leave his Court, that we may nothing fhare, 

Of his lowd infamy : for oiirm tike, 

Will 
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TheTwo Noble Ktftp'tten 

Will relifh of the paflure.and we mutt 
Be vile,or difobedient, not his fonefmen 
In blood, unlcffein quality. 

Pal. Nothing truer: 

I ibinke the Ecchees of his flumes have dea ft 


Thr earesof hrav’nly lattice: widdowstryes 

VaL The King cais for you ; yet be leaden footed 

Till his great rage be off wM. 

He broke bis whipftockc and cxciaimdagamtt 
The Horfes of the Sun,but whifperd too 
The lowdenefle of his Fury. ; m 
Tal. Small windes {hake him , 



But vv hats the matter ? , . r „ 

Val. ThefeHi( who where he threates appals,) hath lent 
Deadly cietyance to him,and pronounces 
Ruine to Thebs,who is at hand to feale 

The promife of his wrath. 

Arc. Let him approach; \, 

But chat we feare the Gods in him, he brings not 

A jot ©f terrour to us *, Y et-what man 

Thirds his owne worthfthc cafe is each or ours) 

When that his adions dregd, with minde afiitrd 


Tis bad he goes about. 

Pal. Leave that uurcafond. 

Our fervices ftand now for Tbebs,tlot Creen 9 
Yet to be neutrall to him, were difhonour ; 
Rebellious to oppofe:therefore we muft 
With him ftand to the mercy of our Fate, 
Who hath bounded euriaft minute. 

Arc. So we mutt; 

Ift fed this warres afootefor it fhall be 
On faile of fome condition. 

Val. Tis in motion 

The intelligence of ftate came in the inftant 
With the defier. 


C 2 Pal, 



